when I wasn’t wearing diapers. My 
mother, who could sew very well, 
even made me some plastic pan- 
ties lined with nylon “because 
they look more like regular pan- 
ties.” I think she may have known 
about my sexual attraction to 
diapers and baby clothes as, every 
now and then, she would surprise 
me with something very babyish in 
my size. One time, she made me a 
pair of pull-on Disney print plastic 
panties from a waterproof crib 
mattress cover. Another time, she 
made me some rhumba rear 
plastic lined snap-on panties, and 
a little romper suit complete with 
a snap crotch for “easier diaper 
changes.” Like I said, these gifts 
came every now and then. 

I moved into my own apartment 
three years ago, because my 
apartment is closer to where I 
work. I wear diapers all the time, if 
I wet my pants in the morning at 
work, I come home during lunch 
for a diaper change. This seems to 
keep down the incidents of diaper 
rash, of which I’ve had several 
bouts. Wednesday and Saturday 
are wash days, and I usually have 
two diaper pails full of wet diapers 
and plastic panties to hang out on 
the community clothes line. I hang 
the diapers so they hide my 
plastic panties, and none of the 
neighbors have said anything to 
me. 

I am a sure bet to have wet 
pants in the morning, but usually, 
I'll have the urge to go again, and 
will play with my nipples and 
masturbate as the hot steamy pee 
floods my soft bulky diapers. I do 
date quite often and am sexually 
active. I agree with the lady in 
your last issue; hard male flesh 
buried between my legs or lips is 
the best feeling in the 
world, but soft, bulky, wet 
diapers feel 


wonderful, also. Ms. B.R. 

Connecticut 

CATHY’S BABY 

I am glad to see LETTERS 
publish some letters on Adult 
Babies. Before this, I had to go to 
adult bookstores and purchase 
Fetish Times, Wet Dreams, or 
Waterworks, and then find out 
they had no articles on big babies. 

Unlike most big babies, I am 
relatively small—5’ tall and weigh 
84 lbs., In the buff. I hated being 
treated like a child, no less a 
baby, as I grew up. Cathy, my wife 
and mommy, did not mention the 
subject of babying me the whole 
six months we dated. I always 
wondered why she liked me but 
did not want to rock the boat. 

Cathy and I were married seven 
years ago, and have lived on love 
and our little fetish ever since. 
While we were on our honeymoon, 
Cathy playfully pinned a towel on 
me one morning and called me her 
big baby. Even though I protested, 

I could see how it was turning 
both of us on. To this day, Cathy 
refers to the erection I got then as 
my biggest ever. 

One night, a month later, Cathy 
was babysitting a five-year-old 
neighbor boy. Even though he was 
quite big, he was still wearing a 
diaper and rubber pants. She 
made the comment that I could 
probably fit into little Johnny’s 
diapers. After looking at how 
small he was, I decided there was 
no way those diapers or rubber 
panties could ever fit me. I made a 
deal with Cathy that if I let her try 
to put Johnny’s diapers on me, 
and they did not fit, that that 
would be the last time we men¬ 
tioned trying to put me into 
diapers. She agreed, adding that If 
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they did fit, she could diaper me 
and baby me whenever she 
wanted. 

Cathy soon had me spread- 
eagle on the coffee table, putting 
a clean diaper and rubber panties 
on me. When they fit, I protested, 
saying they were bigger than the 
ones Johnny had on. Cathy then 
changed us both, putting my clean 
diapers on Johnny and his wet, 
messy ones on me. I soon asked 
Cathy to change me but she 
waited until after Johnny’s mother 
picked him up. 

We went to the store to pur¬ 
chase some clean diapers to 
change me with. I wore only a pair 
of gym shorts over my messy 
diapers and I know people were 
staring at me. In addition to the 
diapers, we bought some baby 
bottles, baby bonnets, baby bibs, 
baby food, and a pacifier. My wife 
explained at the checkout that she 
had a big baby drop in on her and 
she needed to take care of him. 

I have not gone one day without 
my diapers, since, and when my 
parents visited six months later, I 
had my diaper changed by my real 
mommy. I was so embarrassed, 
but Cathy made sure It happened 
right away so my mom would get 
used to a big baby. Cathy leaves 
me with mom once a year, for a lit¬ 
tle vacation on her own, and mom¬ 
my treats me as if I am two or 
three years old. Mr. E.R. 

Florida 

BABYSITTER 
IN DIAPERS 

I really enjoyed your section on 
adult babies, but why wait six 
months to print a section for us 
diaper wearers? I am one, myself, 
and enjoy reading about the 
adventures of other diaper 



